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merchantmen. They found other papers proving we were keeping an
eye on the American commissioners at the behest of certain patriotic
Bostonian rebels."

She eyed me sleepily. " At the end of a week, Oliver, I discharged
all the French servants, and replaced them with Loyalists I brought
over from England. But the French don't bother me any more. They
know I'm harmless, and they can tell from Henrietta's accent that she's
French at heart."

" Zut alors ! " Henrietta said.

CHAPTER   LIV
IN ALL likelihood Volume I of Civil War in America would never have
been written if it hadn't been for the insistence of Mrs. Belcher Byles.
" I want you to have a reason for being in Paris," she told me,
when we were alone, " and it's got to be a reason that'll give you an
excuse for meeting any one of the queer human midgets responsible
for keeping this war alive. From now on your brain'll be a jumble of
benevolent old rebels who look like clergymen and have mistresses up
a dozen alleys, poets masquerading as War Gods, schoolmasters turned
diplomats, novelists who've learned how to be on both sides of the
fence at the same tune, and the smartest man hi Europe, who can't
get anybody to believe the important things he says because he's too
successful as a speculator.
" What you'll have to do, Oliver, is start writing your book. You've
always wanted to write history, and the way to write history is to write
history. Once you've started, we can arrange to have spies examine
your papers, and satisfy themselves that you're a perfectly harmless
young gentleman. You'll have to write letters to important personages,
demanding that your great historical work be translated into French
as soon as you write it. We'll see that those letters reach the Quai
d'Orsay. As soon as that's done, Oliver, you can meet the people you
ought to meet."
The next morning found me seated before a rickety table, cudgelling
my brains as to where to start, and hopelessly telling myself, as would-
be authors always do, that I didn't know enough about anything to
write a book. Only too clearly I saw I had been a fool ever to have
thought of such a thing.
But when I came out from my room and told Mrs. Byles I couldn't
do it, she went at me like a Fury.
** You've been working less than four hours*" she cried.   " It's